TWO MAIL TRIPS IN 1925

with me, which must have been very boring, but I
did not want him to leave me till we came to the Nairn
track, as otherwise I should have been debarred from
taking any short cuts along the armoured-car track, in
case he were down anywhere.

I was slogging along over the "Upland of the Winds,"
with "Jacob's Pillow*' standing up out of the Blue well
away on my starboard, when between K and L I saw a
black speck in the far distance. Nearer and nearer it
came, and I knew it was the outgoing Mail. Banting
and Embry. As the Vernon passed, someone, I believe
Banting, waved his long farewell. He was leaving the
Squadron and going home. This farewell salute in
the vast spaces of the desert touched me deeply. It
seemed impressive, the two Vernons meeting in the Blue,
and the lone human touch in an infinity of waste. Just
the salute, and the aeroplane was gone on its far journey.

And so onwards, until at L.G. H I passed Kelly,
following the first Vernon. In just over two hours
we were cutting up the Wadi Hauran south of the
turn of the track through the "Kingdom of What
Wasn't." I remember noticing the myriad camel-
tracks up the wadi, and the little black goat-hide tents
of the usual camp by Rutbah Wells. Here Cock left
me and disappeared in the atmosphere. We slowly
pushed on past the hills and across the wadi at L.G. VII
until, in the far distance, we saw the thin yellow line
of the mud flat of L.G. V perched high up on the
horizon. When I arrived there I saw Cock landing;
and taking the wind from his dust I landed also. He
did not fill up, but took off some cowling which was
blowing loose. He said he would arrange a late lunch
for us at Ramadi. I took in 80 gallons, taking it in